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often as to the motives and objects of public men, w 
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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy Montacue. 
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Every one remembers the ditty sung at this season of the 


year beneath parlour windows by small children with dirty 


noses and ragged jackets, bearing upon a chair some unfortu- 


uate thing or animal as the abject representative of Guy Faux. 


VOL. 


ITY. 


Remember, remember, 
The fifth of November, 

r 

The gunpowder treason and plot, 
I see no reason 

Why the gunpowder treason, 
Should ever be forgot. 


‘ 





humble ones, ) of Politi = 
. cal History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
hich cannot be found elsewhere.’’—CrokeEr’s New WuiG Goins. Pe 
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: (Price One Penny. 

Thus is sung in trite but nervous numbers, the squib and 
cracker poet of antiquity, whose genius seems to have been 
inspired by a dark lantern, a hapor’th of matches, and half an 
ounce of coarse gunpowder. ‘The fifth of November however 
at this time possesses a greater interest than ever, for that is 
now achieved which Guy Faux intended, and while the dirty 
nosed darlings who turn Guy proprietors on the fifth of No- 
vember, were singing their loyal rubbish in triumph over the 
failure of one plot, they seemed to forget that Parliament is in 
ruins, and that Guy Faux’s scheme has been put into practise 
either by Mr. Swing, or by the interposition of providence. 
While people are engaged in speculation on the subject, there 
cannot be the smallest doubt of the fact, for Lords and Com- 
mons lie in ruins at Westminster, in a condition as useless as 
they generally proved to be during the Session of Parliament. 
There is a great deal of nonsense being talked about where the 
business of Parliament is in future to be transacted. A garret 
in a bye street would be sufficiently large for all the dusiness 
that will be actually done, but if the size of the place should 
be in proportion to the business not done, but only talked about, 
we should say that nothing under Salisbury Plain, would be 


large enough. With this view we would recommend a door 


mat and scraper to be laid down at the entrance of this com- 
modious tract of land, which as it is all waste, will be quite 
in character with the speeches in Parliament. Some re- 
commend one place, some another; but all seem to care very 
little about the applicability of the building proposed to 
the purpose it is designed to answer. Now if it were thought 


necessary that the house of assembling should be perfectly in 


W. Molineux, Printer, 13, Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane. 
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character with the proceedings carried on, we should unques- 
tionably point to Bedlam at once, as the most apt scene in 
which the M. P.’s both Lords and Commoners could possibly 
congregate. Some say Crockford’s should be the house of 


meeting, and we certainly cannot conscientiously refute the 


reasoning which points out a Hell as the most appropriate des- 
tination of the Reformed Parliament. We always thought that 


its members would go to so great a length that the House of 


Commons would be too hot to hold them, and now such is not 
only the case, but the ashes of Parliament are se ttled in a much 


more summary manner than either the press or public opinion 


would have been able to manage it. ‘Turn we now to our cari- 
eature, which is in an exceeding happy vein, for Cruikshank has 


of the but of the drama of 


taken advantage not only season, 
the Black Hand, to aim a blow at Brougham as severe as it is 
The Chancellor Guy Vaux, (or all the 


same) is not only depicted in the character named, but is re- 


merited. Faux, it is 
presented as being driven out of his position by the various 
weapons of justice, honesty, charity, &c. while the mark of the 
At this point, 


think it absolutely necessary that the excited brains of our 


black hand of apostacy is palpable upon him. 
we 
readers should find relief in cogitation, ergo we desist. 


—_— 


A DOMESTIC ANECDOTE. 


The other night, Colonel Higgins had undressed himself, 
having taken off his pinafore, nankeen frock, stays and socks, 
when as is his usual custom, he sprang a la mode de Swiss 
Brother into his cradle. ‘The violence of the somerset broke 
the bedstead of the Colonel, who came to the earth with a 
tremendous crash that brought the nurse to his assistance.— 
‘“‘Crickey,” said the Colonel. ‘‘ Good gracious!” responded 
the nurse. Upon examination, the old woman discovered that 
the little brass wheel had been broken off one of the legs.— 
‘Which,” she added, ‘* wants nothing but a new castor under 
it.” Having put the Colonel into his cot, she retired, when 
Higgins, finding himself rather uncomfortable from his bed 
overbalancing whenever he turned to one side, bethought him 
self of aremedy. ‘IT remember,” said he to himself, ‘* Sally 
said it only wanted a new castor under the leg.” With this 
impression, he stole out of the room, and reaching the wardrobe, 
took from a hat box, the Duke of Gloucester’s best Sunday 
hat, which was in every sense of the word a new castor. With 
this he returned to his chamber, and crushing it sufficiently, 
panes it under the damaged leg of his cradle. In the morning, 

» Duke of Gloucester having been invited to pass the day in 
s 1ving with his cousin Victoria, every enquiry was made for 
his new hat, which was no where to be found. Higgins pre- 
tended to join zealously in the search, but was not seen five 
s after the hat was missing. Chance at length led to its 
discovery in the situation before described, but the guilty Hig- 
The following hand- bill has 


minut! 


tins has not since been heard of. 
heen issued :— 
‘One Shilling and Ten-pence Halfpenny Reward. 
ABSCONDED, 

William Higgins, a very old boy of about seventy. Is quite 
with a broad comic turn in his nose, and with a counten- 
nee strongly expressive of neha whatever. Had onwhen he 
-no coat—and it is thought no waistcoat. <A pair, 
one being made of red tape, and 
join in Ld! He is sup- 


£1 ey 


left. ho hat- 

? . 
or rather a couple ot 
the other of whip-cord with a 


braces, 
tne miadie. 





pena 


a  eeeeadtieeny 
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posed to wear his Sunday nankeens, with Oxford mixture cu- 
loured socks of coarse worsted. He wore on his feet, a pair of 
strong boys 8s. 6d. high-lows, with strings of common twine. 
Any one who will apprehend him, sh: all receive on conviction, 
by applying at Gloucester-house, Piccadilly, the above 
some reward, namely, one shilling (a rank bad one) in brass 
and ten-pence half-penny in copper. As this is a p 
} ; . i r 
than the full value, no higher reward will be offered. 


hand- 


more 
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fo rue Epriror or Figaro in Lonpon. 


Sir,—I am directed by his most Gracious Majesty King 
William the Fourth, to forward you the following 
jokes, as a slight but somewhat dignified mark of the very 
estimation in which he continues to voul praiseworthy 
periodical. 


rec er che 
high 


— 
hold 


i have the honour to remain, 
Your obedient slave, 
ANDREW Barnarp, 
(Lyuerry to the Ning ). 
The following are the jokes forwarded by Barnard the toad- 


eater, the Merry Andrew in faet of his Majesty’s household 


They are evidently taken from his King’s note book. Many 
people (says his Majesty) have wondered why Lord Althorp 
should be so fond of fattening calves ; a riddle that may hie 
readily explained, even on the ground of mere sympathy : Bat 
I havea better reason for the fact than that. Lord Alt! horp is 
a minister devoted to the public good, and he fattens ealres to 


show his attachment to the cammon weal (veal). Among 


other ne I learn that there is some General called or vd 
who is about to join the French ministry. Now T should like 


deucedly to know why he is called by that queer name, Gene 
ral Haxo ts a devilish queer name, any one will acknow eis 
But I sapee ¢ he is called so, because he is a Genera/, aud 
does Hack-so when he goes to battle. 

That fellow Brougham is in the habit of coming to me and 
talking a great deal about the March of intellect. Now Ef have 
looked into all this, seal upon my Sayso, which is a great deal 
for me to say, I think this March of intelleet is all Walker. 

P.S.—We uate like the roy: . jokes better if they were not 
occasionally so frightfally vulg His naval edacntian must 
however be his excuse, and eo poncns royalty covers a multi- 
tude of sins. 


GLCUCESTERIANA, No. 87. 


** Higgins—police—murder-—thieves—fire—Higgits—blood- 
shed—police—Higgius —murder—Higgins--Higgins--Higgins.’ 
This protracted howl naturally attracted the aifrighted «ec d-de : 
camp to the apartment whic h he entered with an exclamation 
somewhat between the striking of an eight-day cleck and the 
war-whoop of an Indian. “ What’s the row—ow—ow-—-ow 
ow—ow ! was his first gentlemanly enquiry on entering. “ Why 
the fact is,” said Gloucester, ** we must send police officers to 
the Victoria, [ have discovered such a set-out.” The hair of 
the aid-de-camp flew up erect and knocked off his cap. T! 
Dake continued, “yes, Higgins—it is no less than Rite | 

Fhe lollipop dropped from Higgins’s hand. “ Yes,’ added 
Gisele. ‘forgery, for they are muking money as fist as 
possible.” Hige rius ran for a policeman, who chastised him 
severely by treading upon his toes, pulling bis hair, and spitting 
in his oa for his ignorant officiousness. ‘The astonished «éd- 
de-camp bore it ALL with most exemplary patience. 

‘IT perceive,” said Gloucester, “that the Judges of Review 
went down to open the Law Courts on the first day of Term, 
Now, I want to know what the devil these fellows could want 
at the Law Courts. for if they are Judes of a Review, I don’t 








nor has there been any overflow to 
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ee how they can be fit to decide in legal matters.” The Duke 
hurried off to consult Higgins, but after a ai argument, the 
Duke was found w eltering in his milk and water, with a large 
dab of bread and butter over his left cheek, a lump of sugar 
clenched firmly in his left hand.; and altogether the scene pre- 
seuted a ghas tly appearance. It is supposed that the debate 
had been carried on in high words, more especially as the nurse 
verheard low an ene 


G REE N ROOM BR EVITIES 


The other day Shegog (the soi-disant personal friend of 
vyrou) started a conundrom which shook the theatre to its 
foundations, and dislodged a portion of the stucco that supports 
the statue of the comic muse; (an omen of the effects of his 
wit upon the regions of faceti@). ‘The following is the grand 

undrum :—** Why does the glass curtain at the Victoria 
bring so much money to the treasury?” A look of ignorance 
perva ded the w hole company, who respectively admitted that 
they could not tell. ‘* Why, the fact zs,” said Shegog. with a 
look of lightning that singed the adjacent whiskers of Mears, 

he fact is—that the glass curtain is made to draw,as you all 
4 up and down, while the rapid money in the way of 
speedy shillings that pour into the house in the front of the 
glass curtain may be accounted for by the sympathy with the 
silver at the back.” 

I'll tell you what,” said Bartley, to a dustman who attends 
to sweep out the theatre. “ Vell! vot?’ was the reply of the 
scavenger, who has an extra pint of beer per week for listening 
to the jokes of the stage manager. ‘* Why,” added the hero 
oi the strong boys eight- and-six pe nRY highlows, ‘¢ Tam begin- 
to think.” “* Beginning to think’’—said the sareastic sca- 
veuger, ‘*come, that’s something new at any rate.” Bartley 
looked stupid, that és, natural—and continued, ‘* Tam 
ning to think that the New Lyceum is not the New Lyceum 


9 


‘fee ick 


ning 


1, i 
veIGNe 


after all, 
Pustman—What for not @ fool, eh ? 
Bartley—Pecause it must be the late English Opera House, 
when the performances don’t begin for an hour 
the other theatres. 
Dustman—Then it 
warment. 
Bartley blew his nose first time this season as th 


ry. The scavenger sneered and turned upon his heel. 


7s the New Lyceum «after all, you 


. play-bills 


BREVITIES. 


‘ Brevity is the soul of wit.?’—Shaksveare 





— 


A nice point. 

7 
pifoun 
friend 


Lord Ss 
99 ( Jur 


Scotland, 


Ata recent Conservative dinner in 
f the Bench. 


save as a toast, the “dignity of 


(;loucester on hearing of it, enquired eagerly in his s¢mple way, 
what there was so cursed dignified in the Bench. ** Awwt thie 
Mieet,” he added, “ equally respectable.” 
Good again. 
The houses have been burnt down in a summary way,” said 
jae Barnard to the King. Summery, you old tool, 

was the bland rapotnges of our polished monarch, ** how the 
levil can any thing be swmmery at this time of the year, An’t 
it winter ¢ you old fool.” ‘Oh! lawk! ah!’ was the sole 


reioinder of the monarch’s id es 


THEATRICALS. 


Manfred has not been attracting the town to Covent Garden, 
the theatre, exe ” such as 


ey } +} 
the Ove} exuberance ( ' a 


may have been occasioned by 


aiter those of | 
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tasted bottles of ginger beer, which have become, as it were, 
angrily wp for positive want of a purchaser. Nothing is doing 
in the vast and dreary saloons, the ery of ‘“‘duya Bill?” is 
faint and low among the exhaus sted and ‘despairing fruitwomen. 
It is only, in fact, at rare intervals that the harpies of the fruit- 
stalls gain a chance customer, and then they find themselves so 
thoroughly out of practice that they almost forget how to swin- 
die, and idly ask a reasonable price for some vow almost uneat- 
able article. The box-keeper, once all life, and ready with 
tiger-like ferocity to pounce on the box visitors, now wanders 
listlessly through the vacant passages with his unused pass-key 
in one hand, his u upurchased bills in the other, while despe- 
ration beams in his eye, anger flashes from his nose, or rage is 
fearfully pourtrayed in his violently quivering whisker. We 
are aware that this is a harrowing picture, but it is also a 
strictly true one, and it is our painful duty to let the publie 
know the truth, however savage or however horrible. To 
return to Manfred: though, by the bye, no one ever would 
return to it after seeing it once, for it is altugether undramatic, 
as we would have told Polhill, had he just been wise enough to 
question the matter before he went to the expence of producing 
it. We must admit, candidly, there has been some spirit em- 
ploved in getting it up, for it betrays in every department a 
noble disdain of the length of tradesman’s bills, and a lofty 
apathy as to the amount of drafts given to pay its losses, the 
caste is rather strong in idiotey and embraces some of our r old 
favourite victims who come before us in Manfred with a per- 
fect freshuess of incapacity. Our friend G. Bennett plays the 
spirit of the elements, which, we presume, means Chaos, and if 
that be the definition, he was quite in his element, for he did 
chaos so well that we could make neither head nor tale of it. 
Howell, the old original black, blood-red, and sepulchral Za- 
miel of ‘he establi: shment, played the prine iple of evil, called in 
the bills Ari-manes, which, we presume, means old Harry, that 
is to sav, Ari, or Harry, manes: which, being interpreted, 
would signily ‘i 1 Harry of the manes or shades below. Mr. 
Wi ieland enaete i. the spi irit of the night, and considering how 
le spirit the is in any mighé at a large theatre , he 
got through it oti great credit. They call him in the bills 
Vor, but i cunnot be with such Knocks as the: e, that Polhill 
thinks to make any Azts. Miss Poole played the spirit of air, 


ittle 


and certainly personated that air (that ere) spirit very prettily 
Some of the scenery is, to do justice, superb, while the appoint- 


ments are altogether sufficiently costly. Denvil’s Manfred is 
the best thing he has done, and Warde’s Abbot of St. Manrice 
is the Jest thing he has done, theugh he had dest have done 
with the ltogether. We should certainly say Warde was 
a worse actor than Cooper, if we did not, upon seeing Cooper, 
declare he is a worse actor than Warde, and when we see Coo; per 
and Warde together, we are puzzled to know which is w rst ; 
always thinking him the least talented who happens to be upon 
at the moment. We are always sorry to smash Cooper, 


stage a 


} 
t r 
cue stage 


for we believe he is a quiet man, and an active stage manager, 
as far as his talent will admit, but unfortunately his genius (@ ) 
does not carry him beyond the power of s aying right ab yt 
face,” to a line of supernameraries, This is all very clever in 
its way we don’t dou bt, and quite clever enough for Bunn, while, 


conside ring the state of the two houses, it is as much as is 1 
quired from one of the strolling stage managers. As to Bartley 
facetiously nicknamed stage manager of Covent a: ve 
can’t allow dim even the praise we award to Cooper, for we 
think Bartley unfit for any thing more than to try on eight 
and sixpen iny high lows, in cheap shoe shops, whistle cherry 
- down the areas, as a serenade to servants of all work, and 
diaw his salary from (never ¢o) the treasury of Covent Garden. 
tl. ing disposed of that the: atre, let us refer to Drury Lane 
which Is pos itively as thorough a wilderness as ever Jolin spent 
days in, 


£ oe 
SULLY 


spreading wild honey upon his locusts for break. 








{SO 


fast, as a gentleman would butter his roll, and swilling in the 
ditch water in the neighbourhood, as one would imbibe one’s 
tea or coffee. In fact Polhill will have to fast more than forty 
days, if he goes on as he is now doing, or rather as he is now 
being done by those about him. As you Like zt, has been 
played to display Mr. Diddear’s red hands, Mr. Yarnold’s short 
nose, Mr. Bartley’s general inefficiency, and tis Baker’s new 
tights. These things are all very well in their w: ay, but they 
won’t draw a house. Mr. Vandenhoff was drawn into allowing 
his name to be put in the bill for Jaques, and he walked through 
the business, but as for playing his part, that was out of the 
question, among shee set by which he was surrounded. This 
gentleman, who is decidedly clever, is a sort of piece of not 
very first-rate gold, set in some of the most inferior kind of 
putty. Nobody goes to Drury Lane now, and therefore it don’t 
matter who plays in the pieces. We understand the money 
takers to the boxes are found to hold such determined sine- 
cures, that they are to be brought into play upon the stage, 
and will open next week as Othello and Iago. Indeed, the 
word money-taker, is almost obsolete, for there is as little ac- 
quaintance ‘between the men called money-takers, and the thing | 
called money, as there is between Lord Brougham and himself, 
for if he ever had any acquaintance with himself, he has Satsasle | 


quite forgotten himself. We wonder Polhill has not had 
a of the large houses, and in fact, if he has not, our 


eaders have, so that we shall drop the subject for the present. 
I has been said that Bunn has taken in the public, but if his 
management did take them in, we should praise him for his 
cleverness. The fact is, that so far from his taking the public 
in, he completely keeps the public out. 


Jonathan Bradford has been revived at the Victoria, with 
a great portion of its original cast. Mr. Elton plays the part 
of the individual who gives the piece its title. The performance 
is one of great judgment, and is as clever as the materials will 
allow him to make it. Fitzball’s brain has a strong sixpenny 
attractive power, and the gallery has overflowed more than 
ever. Fitzball is, after all, a clever man if he answer his own 
purpose and that of the manager. A new farce called The 
Turned Head has been brought out with perfect success. The 
author has been fortunate in the aid of the talents of an excel- 
lent company. Forrester, who is decidedly one of the best 
farce actors on the stage, was admirable in his delineation of a 
man with his head turned. He gives the fullest point to dia- 
logue, dresses admirably, and imparts a spirit to any piece he 
plays in. Mitchell is inimitable in a cunning servant, and 
Coen the hypochondriacs in The Turned Head with a 
most knowing relish for the imposition he is practising. Messrs, 
Griffiths, Bender, Chippendale, and Doyne, contributed most 
plentifully to the success of the piece, which had the good for- 
tune to be unequivocal. Miss Wilmot played a small part with 
propriety. The world will shortly be astonished by the pro- 
duction of a new grand opera here, in which Braham and H, 
Phillipps will sing, together with a young lady whom Braham, 
after, hearing, pronounced to be a singer of such extraordinary 
talent as must endanger, by her debut, Mrs. Wood’s present 
ascendency. The music of the opera, which has been composed 
by a very young lady, has been heard by Braham and H. Phil- 
lips, the two Set English singers, who expressed a perfect wil- 
lingness to engage at the Victoria, solely on account of the 
brilliance and be: auty of the music, and the transcendant ability 
of the prima donna elect, who is the sister of the composer, 
In musical matters, involving the necessity of a scientific judg- 
ment, we should not presume to give an opinion. ‘The warm 
approbation of such perfect artists as Braham and H. Phillipps, | 


a 
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are sufficient to stamp the reputation of any music and singing. 
For such being their sentiments on the subject we can vouch, 
having heard them from the lips of themselves, which is the 
strongest possible evidence. 





TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


We believe we ought to say something about a very violent advertise- 
ment that appears in this day’s Figaro. These things come to us, of 
course quite in the way of business, and it is a department about which 
we never think of troubling ourselves. We have thought right to allude 
to it in this instance, as the advertisement seems pe culiar, and directed 
to one respectable person, who we should imagine must understand it; if 
the generality of our readers do not. 

We have just seen the preface to the first volume of Buckstone’s plays. 
It contains the best exposure we have yet seen of the injustice of the 
decision in the case of Mr. Planche the author, and Cumberland the 
publisher, Every one who is interested in the cause of dramatic author- 
ship, should assist in the dissemination of the preface alluded to. 








ADVERTISEMENT. 
TO THE GREATEST SCOUNDREL ALIVE. 


TAKE this plan of addressing you, because I don’t know 


you by any other description, and your own conscience will tell you, that I have 
been EXACT in the direction. You have attempted toinjure me and insult others, by 
& DELIBERATE LIE, which you are too COWARDLY to assert openly, while you are 
too IGNORANT to give it even the appearance of consistency. If you dare to come 
forward, and can show the remotest pretension to the position of a gentleman, J 
hereby call you out at once, though were I to drag you to light, I think I should find 
you so mean and despicable a wretch, that an avalanche of contempt is all that my 
immeasurable superiority to you, would allow me to condescend to confer upon you. 
You are so grovelling, sneaking, low- minded, and malicious a LIAR, that I cannot 
compare you to any thing in existence, because at the creation it was not thought 
worth while to make any thing so utterly vile and insignificant as you prove to be. 
While you have the disposition of a scorpion, you evidently have had the education 
of ascavenger. YouR LIE is SO BADLY MANAGED, that its inconsistencies are its 
own exposure. If you are some minion whom the privilege of servitude allows ocCa- 
sionally to be near my person, you will have the satisfaction of seeing that you have 
TOTALLY FAILED. If you can bring another scoundrel forward in a palpable shape, 
who can dare to participate with you in your lie, not in the dark, but openly, I will 
actually forgive you for your singular cleverness in having found a rascal equally 
abject with yourself. In conclusion, let me tell you, you are suspected, you have 
chosen so weak and thoroughly-unfounded a ground of attack, that what you have 
raised upon nothing, will for want of any support, fall down upon yourself to a moral 
certainty. Come forward, and confront me if you dare, J will give you a meeting 
when and where you please. 


eee 
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Splendid Portrait of Mr. Buckstone. 


Now ready, Price 7s., in neat cloth boards, Vol. 1, of 


BUCKSTONE’S POPULAR DRAMAS, 


Containing, 

THe Wreck AsHore; VicTorine, or, l’Lu Steep on It; Toe 
May Queen; HENRIETTE, THE ForsAKeN; Ruravt Feticity ; and 
THe Per or tHe Petticoats. 

Embellished with 
A HIGHLY FINISHED PORTRAIT OF THE AUTHOR. 
Engraved by PAGE, from a Painting by MAC, CLISE, 


With a Preface, Dedication, Costume, and Caste of Characters, &c., to each Play. 
and also illustrated with Vignettes, by Kenny Meadow, engraved by Smith. 


*,* The Plays may be purchased separately, 1s. each. 


Also published, emis g the three first numbers of the second volume, the following 
popular dramas :— 


Marriep Lire; Toe Rake anp nis Pupit; and the Popula 
Farce of THe CHRISTENING, 


Now performing with roars of laughter nightly at the Adelphi theatre. With th: 
latter farce is given the portrai tof Mr. Buckstone. A few proofs of which have beeu 
taken, and may be had of any bookseller, price 2s. each. Impressions before thi 
letters, 3s. ¢ach. 

W. Strange, 21, Paternoster Row; G. Cowie, 312, 
Street, Soho; ; and all Booksellers. 


Strand; G. Purkess, Comptor 














NHE FI N EST BEAVER HATS, 2ls. 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 6d. 
SUPERB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. 
The above are manufactured of the most choice materials, and finished 
in the highest style of tashion—they never spot with rain, nor lose their 
shape. 





FRANKS AND CO., 

Sole Patentees and Manufacturers, 

( 140, Regent Street, West. 

' 62, Kedcross Street, City. 
Paris.... 97, Rue Richelieu. 
eaataia 6, St. Andrew Street. 
Dublin.... 3, Sackville Street. 

N.6.—Franks and Co. are the only Manufacturers who really supply the Putfic a 
the Wholesale Price. 
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